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PICTORIAL LOVE STORIES 




Wm AFtBRii60N t AUNt M)K£ 
BURS T MTQ THE L MN& ROOM 
WJTHA STRWOER /A/ TOW.,., 



GIRLS/ GIRLS LOOK WHO'S 
COMB TO VISIT US' LINDA 
LANE/ THE MOVIE CTAD/ 




GOSH, MISS 
LANE /WE'RE 
FLATTERED/ 



0UT I'M NOT 



UNDA LANE/ MY NAME 
IS L ORglE..., ' '^0 

LET HER ALONE, 
KIDS! MONEY, my 
NAME IS JEAN STAGG. 
IF YOU'RE NOT LINDA 
LANE, YOU'D BETTER 
EXPLAIN IT TO US/ 
YOU LOOK LIKE HER 

TWIN SISTER/ 



THAT'S JUST WHAT I'M TRYING 
TO TELL YOU/ I AM LINDA 
LANE'S TWIN SISTER, LORRIE 
LANE/ 



WELL. I'LL BE/ THEl 
XACT I MAGE/ ^ 

VOU'D BETTER 

SIT DOWN, 
LORRIE/THfe 
WE'LL HAVE TO 
HEAR MORE 
ABOUT/ 



B 
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WELL, THERE ISNT MUCH TO TELL. LINDA CAME 
TO NEW YORK. A MOVIE SCOUT SAW HER... AND 
SHE'S BEEN A STAR FOR TWO YEARS NOW.ME 
iVE SEEN SACK IN MIDDLEVILLE, WORKING IN 
A STORE, AND... WELL, I WAS ENGAGED TO A 
BOY NAMED JACK DUNN AND.... 



WHY, YES... THAT IS... NOT EXACTLY / YOU SEE I 
GOT SICK OF THAT SMALL TOWN .' I FIGURED 
THAT IF LfNDA COULD BE A STAR *SO COULD I / 
JACK DIDN'T WANT ME TO GO, AND WE HAD A 
FIGHT ABOUT IT... BUT ANYWAY , HERE I AM/ 

SOMETIMES I WISH I WERE IN SOME 
LfTTLE MIDDLEVILLE AGAIN, AND, OH 
WELL, SUPPOSE YOU ROOM WITH ME, 
LORRIE ' y »; \ 




f £LL THE TWINS COULDN'T TALK VERY WELL 
'WITH ALL THE OTHERS LISTENING, SO I 
MANAGED TO DRAG THEM AWAY UP TO MY 
ROOM, AND THEN CAME THE THUNDERBOLT.... 



LINDA, I CAME TO ASK A FAVOR OF YOU. WILL 
VOU TAKE MY PLACE FOR A FEW DAYS ? 




LORRIE, I NEED A REST/ BUT IF I WENT BACK TO 
MIDDLEVILLE AS MYSELF, IT WOULDN'T BE ANY 
SETTER THAW ANYWHERE ELSE. YOU LOOK 
EXACTLY LIKE ME,LORRlE. I'LL TELL YOU JUST 
WHAT TO DO AND SAY/PLEASE, LORRIE/ 

GO A HEAD, HONEY/ IT 
WOULD BE EXCITING/ 
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"f/EN 



MINUTES LATER. 



AND THAT'S ALL THERE IS TO IT' 
WHY YOU'LL BE WONDERFUL/ 



ALRIGHT, LINDA? I GUESS I'LL 
BE OKAY AS LONG AS JEAN 
WILL BE WITH ME/ 



YOU BET I WILLI I w 
WOULDN'T MISS THIS 
)R A MILLION/ 





^J3%U. , t'LL NEVER FORGET 
THAT NIGHT AS LONG AS I 
LIVE/ UMDA'S CAR TOOK US 
TO TXE THEATRE..., 



JEAN/ JUST LOOK AT THAT 
CROWD/ HOW WILL WE EVER 
GET THROUGH? 




T WAS A WONDERFUL PLAY BUT THE INT&MISSW 
BROUGHT US SACK TO REALITY. . . . 



MY, IT'S WARM IN HERE. I THINK' t'LL GO ) 

OUTSIDE AND GET SOME AIR ' / J -~ 

-^ BETTER 
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HERE'S THE IDEA, LINDA' YOU'RE DOING NEW YORK 
WITH THREE VOUNG ACTORS FROM THE STUDIO. 
THEV NEED THE PUBLICJTV.SEE? YOU DANCE WITH 
THEM, THE OTHERS CUT IN AND SO ON GET IT? 



WHAT'S WROMO,LORRIE? YOUjJ 
LOOK ILL. 
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&MALLY, THAT EVE/VWO WE 
MANAGED TO CLEAR WE ROOM. 
I THOUGHT LORRIE WOULP HAVE 
TIME FOR A 3/T OF REST. , , BUT 
NO! THE DOORBELL AGAIN! 



MISS LANE, MR. GARV GRANLUND 
15 HERE.... 




NO THEN THEME HE WAS '. BIO 
AS LIFE... GARV &RANLUND, THE 
HEARTTHROB OF THE MAT/OAN 
MR. MOVIES HIMSELF! 



LIKJDA LANE/ DARLING, I KNOW 
WE HAVENT MET BUT I WANT 
TO TELL YOU IVE BEEN LOOKING 
FORWARD TO IT FOR MONTHS/ 
YOU ARC AS BEAUTIFUL AS THEY 
SAY/ 



1$E WAS JUST AS HANDSOME AS 
HIS PICTURES. AND CHARMING WO- 
BUT... SOMEHOW, WE WAY HE 
TALKED BEGAN TO ANNOY ME. . . . 



CALL ME GARY, PLEASE/ NOW NOT 
THAT IT ISN'T WONDERFUL JUST 
LOOKING AT YOU... BUT I'VE A 
LITTLE BUSINESS TO TALK 
OVER, MY DEAR 
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WELL, DARLING, I'VE DECIDED TO HAVE YOU PlAY 
OPPOSITE ME IN MV NEXT PICTURE/ IT WILL BE 
WONDERFUL FOR VOU, AS VOU CAN SEE./ 
PLAYING OPPOSITE ME MEANS ABSOLUTELY TOP 
STARDOM FOR ANY ACTRESS IN THE WORLD/ 



BUT... BUT LIN... I WORK 
FOR WOLF PICTURES AND 
YOU ARE WITH UNI WORLD/ 



ANYWAY, SHE'S 
A TOP STAR 
ALREADY' 



THAT'S JUST IT DEAR.' I'VE HAD MY LAWYERS 
WORKING SECRETLY ANO THEY'VE DISCOVERED 
HOW YOU CAN BREAK YOUR CONTRACT EASILY/ 
DON'T YOU REALIZE HOW MUCH |T COULD MEAN 
TO YOU TO BE SEEN PLAYING WITH ME/? 



BREAK MY CONTRACT/ BUT MR 
WOLF HAS BEEN WONDERFUL' WW 
HE BUILT UN... BUILT ME UP FROM 
NOTHING/ I COULDN'T DO THAT./ 



\i 



fccQ»i 



H/3EU, it was too much for me/ poor 

LORR/E DtDN'TKNOW WHAT IT WAS ALL 
A0OUT, BUT l l D BEEN AROUND A U TTLE 



LINDA, IS IT POSSIBLE FOR US TO CAPRV OH A 
PRIVATE CONVERSATION? 



DARLING. I CAN MAKE 
VOU FAMOUS/ VOU 
NEED ME TO. 



LET'S FACE IT, MR. 
GRANLUND/ YOUR 
LAST PICTURE WAS 
TERRIBLE/ THE TRUTH 
IS YOU NEED HER / 



WHY. 1... 
JEAN DOESN'T. 



I 



ALRIGHT, I'LL GO ..BUT 
I'LL BE RIGHT IN THE 
NEXT ROOM IF YOU 
NEED ME,HONEy/ 



Oldlj 



pti 



V 



NOW, MV DEAR, WE CAN REALLY COMB TO THE 
POINT/ I NOT ONLY WANT YOU IN MV PICTURE 
LINDA... 1 WANT YOU FOR MYSELE/ 



BUT I DON'T UNDERSTAND/ 
WEVE JUST MET... AND... 
AREN'T YOU MARRIED? 



WHAT DOES IT 
MATTER, DARLING 7 THINK 
OF IT/ LINDA LANE AND GARY 
GRANLUND... WHAT PUBLICITY/ AND 
AT THE SAME TIME. YOU'LL REALLY 
HAVE ME... NOT JUST IN THE PAPERS. 
BUT REALLY/ 
WHY YOU 
CONCEITED. 
HATEFUL APE/ 
GET AWAY FROM 
ME/ 



.V 



U 



ju \ 
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W WAS NO USE... I COULDN'T STOP HER. FIFTEEN 
MINUTES LATER LORRIE LANE WAS ON THE TRAIN 
FOR HOME, . . AND WHEN / SAW THE SMILE ON HER 
FACE I REALIZED WHAT SHE WAS THINKING SHE 
WAS GOING BACK TO HER OWN HOME AND TO JACK. 
AND I THINK THAT SHE WAS DO/ NO THE RIGHT 
THING, FOR HER.... 



GOODBYE, JEAN / yOUVE BEEN WONDERFUL. J'LL 
NEVER FORGET YOU/ IF YOU'RE EVER JN 
MIDDLE VILLE, DROP IN ON ME,. 1 MEAN US 

JACK AND ME/ j* 





ME 7 NOPE, HOT 
MIDDLE VILLE FOR 
ME/ I GUESS I'M 
THE STUBBORN 
TYPE... I'LL LICK., 
THIS TOWN YET/ 
YOU KNOW WHERE 

'M GOING-.... RIGHT 
BACK TO THE OLD 
HOTEL HOPEFUL / 



tE SURE TO LOOK FOR THE NEXT ISSUE OF. 
THERE'LL BE ANOTHER STORY FOR YOU OF* 
HEARTWARMING SUCCESS? HEARTBREAKING 
FAILURE? WHO KNOWS? THERE ARE PLENTY 
OF BOTH IN THE THOUSAND TALES TOLD IN 
HOTEL HOPEFUL/ 



LT 
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THAT BOY 
THERE... HE'S TIM 
ADAIR, ONE OP THE 
FINEST YOUNG MAGAZINE 
ILLUSTRATORS IN THE 
COUNTRY TROUBLE IS, 
HE'S JUST TOO HANDSOME 
AND CHARMING. EVERY 
GIRL HE MEETS FALLS FOR 
HIM. .AND BASS DOESN'T 
LIKE IT, AS YOL) CAN SEE.' 
BARBARA CRAWFORD, THAT 
IS... SHE'S THE GIRL HE 
REALLY LOVES/ 




DON'T GIVE ME 
THAT OLD ROUTINE 
THIS IS THE FIFTH 
TIME YOU'VE PROMISED 
TO PAINT MY PICTURE 
AND EVERY TIME YOU 
STOOD ME UP AND 
SAID YOU WERE WORKING. 
AND ALWAYS WITH 
SHERRY FANNING/ 



WELL, IT'S ABOUT TIME TO 
BREAK THIS UP.' BADS/ HEY, 
LISTEN/ HE LOVES YOU, SILLY. 
HE REALLY DOES/ SHERRY 
MEANS NOTHING TO HIM/ 
HMMPM/ DOESN'T HEAR A WORD/, 




^OH,YES I DO/ 
GOODBYE... FOR 
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"ELL, FOR LACK OP A BRIGHTER /DBA, f 
'FOLLOWED TIM BACK TO HIS STUDIO. AND 
WHEN HE OPENED THE DO Off... WOW/ 




V, 



AT TABOY,TiM/ DON'T GIVE UP/ 
MAKE HER LISTEN TO YOU ' 



HELLO, BABS.' LOOK/ 
DARLING, ) INSIST YOU 
LET ME EXPLAIN WHAT 
HAPPENED. 





WELL, IT WON'T DO HER ANY 
GOOD/ I'LL JUST KEEP 
CALLING 'TILL SHE HAS TO V 
TALK TO ME/ ^ A "^ 

SOMEHOW 

THE SOUND OF THAT 
SUMMED PHONE TELLS 
ME TIM ISN'T GETTING 
ANYWHERE THAT WAY/ 
GUESS I'D SETTER PAY 
THE STU&BORN LITTLE 
LADY A PERSONAL CALL/. 



M 
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MMMPH' SHE'S STILL MAD 
ALRIGHT/ NOW, I WONDER HOW 
1 CAN MAKE HER BELIEVE. 



OH, ALRIGHT, MOTHER 
SEND HORACE IN/ AND 
TELL THAT... THAT ARTIST I 
NEVER INTEND TO SPEAK TO 
IM AGAIN 



BABS DEAR... THAT 
MR. ADAIR IS ON THE 
PHONE AGAIN.' AND 
HORACE IS HERE TO 
SEE YOU, TOO. 



HORACE, SHE'S REALLY 



THROUGH WITH HIM/ 
NOWS OUR CHANCE/ 

OH, HERE'S , 
HORACE NOW, DEAR/ 



OH OH.' DIRTY 

WORK AT THE 
CROSSROADS/ 



GOOD, MRS. 
CRAWFORD,GOOD/ 
BARBARA, 

darling, its good, 
to see you/ 



■y 



A 



^BARBARA, YOU LOOK SIMPLY 



BEAUTIFUL.' WHY I CAN 
HARDLY BELIEVE MY EYES 



OH, SIT DOWN, 
HORACE/ YOU MAKE 
ME NERVOUS/. 



ISN'T IT NICE 
OF HORACE TO 
(/ CALL ON YOU j 
DEAR... AFTER THE WAY 
YOU'VE TREATED HIM? 
GOOD, FAITHFUL HORACE 
HE'S ALWAYS BEEN SO 
FOND OF YOU' 



HEADS UP, BA&S/ THEY'RE 
TRYING TO SNEAK ONE 
OVER ON YOU, KID,' T~ 



*) 



BARBARA, I'VE COME TO ASK 
YOU TO MARRY ME AGAIN.' 1 
BELIEVE YOU'RE OVER YOUR 
CHILDISH INFATUATION FOR 
TW ADAIR FELLOW. I'VE 
BStN WAITING. 



BUT, HORACE, 
DONT LOV. 



ISN'T THAT A 

WONDERFUL/ DEAR? 
YOU MUST REALIZE 
THAT HORACE 
HAS SOCIAL 
POSITION AND 
MON.. ERR.. PRESTI&E 
AND ALL THAT/ 1 
WISH YOU'D ACCEPT 
HIM, BARBARA/ 



IT WOULD SERVE 
TIM RIGHT' SOME DAY HE'D 
SEE ME DRESSED IN ERMINE 
AND DIAMONDS AND THEN HE'D BE 
SORRY/, 



MEAN... IF VOU'RE 
SURE YOU LOVE ME. 



(KNEW 

m 

KNEW 
IT/ HOLD 

'EVERYTHING 
BABS/ 



a 



£mk 



OF COURSE, 1 
DO.MV DEAR/ 
IT'S SETTLED, 
THEN/ 

OHHHH, 

NOW.' NOT 1 
THIS DRIP 
OF ALL < 
PEOPLE/ 



OH, BUT... /WE CAN' 
JUST../ OH, NOW 
WHAT HAVE I DONE? 



—/"WHEEWW. 
»T 'I'D BETTER 



OH, I'M SO 
THRILLED. 'WE'LL 
ANNOUNCE THE 
ENGAGEMENT RIGHT 

AWAV AND.... 
GOODNESS,THERE 
GOES THE PHONE 
AGAIN.' _ 

w 



GET BACK TO 
TIM BEFORE 
HE BLOWS 
HIS TOP/ 



AND WE'LL GO 
TO NEWPORT FOR THE 
SEASON, OF COURSE 
AND THEN ON TO. 



GLAD YOU ^ 






OH... I'M 
CALLED,MR.ADAIR/I WANT 
YOU TO BE THE FIRST A 
TO KNOW OF MY ^ 
DAUGHTERS ENGAGEMENT 
TO MR. HORACE SCHMAZEY 
AND FROM NOW ON ...PLEASE 
) NOT BOTHER BARBARA 
AGAIN.' GOOD&YE 



s 
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j2rEU, WHEN I GOT BACK TO 
TIM'S OFFICE HE WAS ON 
THE PHONE TOO... BUT WIS 
TIME IT WAS A BUSINESS DEAL 

50 MTURALlV I EVESDROPPED.. 

AND LUCKY t DID TOO! 



BUT.TIM, LISTEN/LIVING MAGAZINE 
WANTS A DOZEN ILLUSTRATIONS 
FOR A SERIES CALLED, "THEY'RE 
ENGAGED"/ YOU'VE 



f/ &UT IT'S A CINCH, TIM,' YOU ^-< 
JUST FIND AN ENGAGED COUPLE 
AND DRAW SOME SKETCHES OF 
THEM SENDING INVITATIONS AND 
LOOKING AT HOUSES AND THINGS . 

AND.... s f" 

HEY, WAIT, TIM / ™ 
WHAT AN OPPORTUNITY TO 
SEE BABS AGAIN/ PICK 
HER AND SCHMAHOOZY FOR 
YOUR ENGAGED COUPLE/ TIM.' 
OU'VE GOT TO HEAR ME/ 




^DOGGONE IT, DON'T BE A DOPE/ 
HERE'S YOUR CHANCE TO GET 
BABS BACK AGAIN/ 




YAHHHOOO.' JUST WAIT 'TILL I SEE BABS AGAIN! 
SHE KNOWS DARNED WELL I LOVE HER, AND 
SHE LOVES ME, TOO/ I'LL 
MARRY THAT GAL YET/ j/f HURRY UP/ HURRV 




*ELL, TIM "HURRIED UP" ALRIGHT/ IN FIVE 
\lNUTES FLAT HE WAS MARCHING INTO BABS' 
LIVING ROOM, DESPITE MAMA'S PROTESTS... 
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IT'S ALL SEX THEN.' NOW, SIR- IF YOU'LL JUST RUN OUT 
I WTO THE DINING ROOM AND GET SOME SILVER .THE 
ENGAGED COUPLE EXAMINING THE TABLEWARE GIVEN TO 
THE BRIDE BY THE GROOM'S RICH FAMILY, YOU KNOW/ 
AND MADAME, WE MAY WANT TO USE SOME OF THE 
OTHER R0OM5. PERHAPS YOU'D BETTER CHECK. " 



NO.' OH, I KNEW^ 
IT WAS SOME KIND 
OF TRICK.' STAY. 
AWAY FROM ME 







HONEY, I'VE GOT TO 
RUN. BUT LISTEN. 
LET'S HAVE AN 
ENGAGEMENT PARTY 
TONIGHT... JUST YOU 
AND ME, ALONE/ I'LL 
GET A TABLE AT THE 
CLOVER CLUB AND 
YOU MEET AAE THERE.' 



ALRIGHT! BUT IF ^ 
YOU'RE LATE AGAIN. 
OR IF I HEAR ONE 
WORD ABOUT THAT 
SHERRY CREATURE 
I'LL. ..THERE'S NO 
TELLING WHAT 
I'LL DO/ 



I 



,*s 



I- 



A 
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mJEU, I FIGURED WAT WAS WAT... 
ALL TIED UP IN A MEAT PINK BOW, 
BUT YOU'D BE SUPRISED HOW I 
LOV£ LOVERS... SO I DECIDED TO 
PEEK IN AT THE CLOVER. CLUB 
THAT NIGHT MYSELF. BOY WAS 
I GLAD I DID BEFORE WE 
NIGHT WAS OVER/ 



BROTHER, LOOK AT HIM/ 
FLOWERS... CHECKING HIS WATCH 
,:.HE'S REALLY IN LOVE .' GUESS 
8ABS WILL BE ALONG IN A... 
WHOOPS/ THE ENEMY I 



TIM/ WHY, SWEETIE. 
HOW DID YOU KNOW 
YOU'D FIND ME 
HERE? AND THOSE 
BEAUTIFUL 
FLOWERS/ FOR 
ME? I? 




LISTEN, 
TIM, OLD BOY.' 
NO MATTER 
WHAT HAPPENS 
IN THE NEXT FEW 
SFCONDS, JUST SAY 
THE FIRST WORDS THAT 
COME INTO YOUR HEAD/ 
DON'T WORRY.... I'LL i 
PUT THEM THERE /y 



ABRACADABRA 
AND ALL THAT , 
SORT OF THING' 




j'AA BACK AGAIN, SHERRY^ 



THE NAME'S DANNY, TIM.' 
.DANNY/ 



SHE'S WITH.... 

THIS. ...DANNY.. 

THAT'S IT.' SURE/ 

WITH DANNY' 
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j$ND THEN I PULLED THE DIRTIEST TRICK OF THE 
EVENING BUT... WELL, SHERRY HAD IT COM/NO FOR 
BEING SUC H A FLIRT I 

p, =^ 

SST/ HEY, DRIVER/ THIS 
POOR OJRL IS.. .WELL, A LITTLE 
CONFUSED, GET IT/? TAKE HER 
FOR ALONG RIDE AROUND. THE 
PARK, NO MATTER WHAT SME SAYS/ 




1? WENT BACK TO THE CLOVER CLUB FOR ONE MORE 
PEEK AT MY PATIENTS. ... 
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IT HAS often been said that there is a broken 
heart for every light on Broadway. It could 

also be said that there is a broken Light for 
every heart on Broadway. The Lights were al- 
ways broke. They never had a dime. Harry 
Light was a budding playwright, who never 
seemed to get into bloom. His wife, Martha, 
was an actor's agent who specialized in animal 
acts. But one day last summer — 

Harry bounded into the lobby of their small 
hotel, located in the West Forties. 1 As he moved 
rapidly toward the elevator the manager called 
softly: 

"COME HERE, LIGHT— YOU BUM." 

Harry skidded to a stop. He grinned foolish- 
ly, and approached "Old Beetlepus." Martha was 
responsible for that name. 

"Yes, Mr. Whipple — did you call me?" 

Mr. Whipple scowled, "I wasn't calling Chloe," 
he replied. "Do you know what your bill 
amounts to by now?" 

Harry nearly swallowed his adam's apple. 

"Let me guess," he said. "About — er — fifty, 
■maybe?" 

"Fifty-two fifty," roared Mr. Whipple. "This is 
Wednesday. You have until Saturday to pay 
up. If you don't, I'll stick a plug so far in your 
lock it will bore a hole in the opposite wall." 

"You'll have it by Saturday," said Harry. 
"Every dime." 

"I don't want it in dimes. I want it in folding 
money." 

Harry tried to smile. One look at Mr. Whip- 
ple's rock-like face and he nearly passed out. 

"I'm sure I've made a sale this time." he said, 
"Some producer is gonna give me a five-hundred- 
dollar check as option on my new play. This 
will be either today or tomorrow. Pretty good 
news, ain't it?" 

Mr. Whipple's expression did not change. 

"A lot of suckers in town, aren't there?" he 
remarked. "Left over from the World's Fair, I 
guess." 

"This is really a swell play," said Harry. "The 
best I've ever done," 

"That don't say much." 

Harry stopped. He looked at the hotel man- 
ager. v ■} 

"Mind if I ask you a question, Mi. Whipple?" 

"What?" 

"Are you breakin' in that puss for a new hor- 
ror movie?" 



MR. WHIPPLE nearly Swallowed his Up* 
pers. Before he could recover his com- 
posure Harry was in the elevator on his 
way to the fourth floor. He put his key in the 
lock of No. 405 and entered. His wife was sit- 
ting near the window. She was reading a copy 
of The Police Gazette. 

"Hiya, Harry," she greeted him. "What's new?" 

He tossed his hat onto the bed. Martha stared 
at him. 

"Has Old Bettlepuss been after you again?" 
she asked. 

"After me? He's been over me like a tent. 
Same old score. He don't change his tune any." 

Martha took hold of her husband's hand. 

"Things are always darkest just before the 
dawn," she said sweetly. 

"Nuts to that poetry stuff," said Harry. "If 
we don't raise that dough by Saturday we'll be 
in a place that really IS dark. And I don't mean 
the balcony of the Strand," 

"No," said Martha. "You mean the clink." 

"The same — but I think I see a silver lining," 

"What?" said Martha, "Another one?" 

SHE WALKED to her dresser and picked up 
a hand mirror. She looked at her hair. 
■ "Relax," said Harry. "I wasn't talking about 
your wig, I mean I think I finally sold my play." 

Martha nearly dropped the mirror. 

"Huh?" she said. "Which one?" 

"The three-act murder .mystery." 

Martha had to sit down again. She felt weak 
in the knees. 

"You don't mean Edgar Smith, the producer 
you went to see this morning?" 

Harry Light grinned that boyish grin of his. 

"The same," he replied. "Smith told me he'll 
come up this afternoon and talk it over. He 
might even bring a five-hundred-dollar check 
with him. How does that sound?" * 

Martha leaned back in her chair. 

"Get me a glass of water," she said. "I feel 
faint." 

Harry started to pace the floor. He didn't 
have much room in which to move. About three 
steps in each direction and he ran into a wall. 
Still, it was home. Even if the mice DID need 
tail-lights to keep from running into each other. 
The rent was four dollars a week. This included 
running water. It ran from the sink, and it ran 
from the ceiling. 

"He read the play," said Harry. "And he's 
gonna read it again just to make sure he likes it." 

"Suppose it makes him sick?" 

"He's got a strong stomach — HEY — whatya 
mean sick? That's my best play." 
* Martha smiled at her excitable husband. *I 
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know, honey," she said. "But for five hundred 
dollars won't he want something better than 
your best?" 

Harry collided with the door. "There's noth- 
ing better than my best," he shouted. "I can 
write circles around all these other bums." 

"I didn't know there were any OTHER bums 
on Broadway." 

Harry collided with a chair. "This is our big 
chance," he said. "When Smith gets up here I'll 
tell him I'm a world beater, a genius. Tell him 
our opening night will be so terrific, Shakespeare 
will come from his grave to shake the hand of 
Harry Light." 

"When he goes back I hope he don't drag you 
with him." 

Harry collided with the dresser. "Another one 
of your wise cracks and I'll be walking out the 
window," he said. "I'm not bringing this guy 
up here for the laughs. I'm bringing him up to 
make a sale. For the love of Mike, sugar, don't 
queer it — or I'll be back selling socks in the Five 
and Dime." 

* * 151 # 4 

MARTHA walked to her husband's side and 
kissed him on the cheek. "You're a great 
guy, Harry," she said. "And I'm behind 
you all the way." 

"Get in front of me in case this bum throws 
the script at me." 

The telephone rang. Harry nearly jumped out 
of his pants. He picked up the receiver. 

"Hello? — Who? — Mr. Smith? — Sure — 
send him right up." He banged the receiver 
back on the hook. 

"He's coming up. Hold your breath, angel. 
Maybe we'll be eating strawberries and cream 
before long." 

A few moments later a short, baldish man was 
admitted to No. 405. He was carrying a brief- 
case. 

"Have a chair, Mr! Smith," said Harry. 

"I don't need a chair," replied Mr. Smith. "I 
need a gas-mask." 

Harry's face fell a foot 

"Huh?" 

Mr. Smith sat down. 

"Somebody is cooking cabbage down the hall," 
he replied. "It nearly gagged me." 

Harry and Martha enjoyed a hearty laugh. 

"What's so funny?" asked Mr. Smith. 

"When you said gas-mask," answered Martha, 
"Harry thought you meant his play." 

"A gas-mask wouldn't help me there," said Mr. 
Smith. "I'd have to be dead." 

Harry nearly choked. Martha's knees shook. 
She had to grab the door-knob to keep herself 
from falling to the floor. 



**Is it that bad?" asked the budding play 



wright. 



^ 



THE PRODUCER cached into his brief-case 
and brought out Harry's play. 

"This play," said Mr. Smith, looking at 
Harry sharply, "is so lousy I had to dust the 
pages with DDT before I could read it." 

Harry sat on the edge of the bed. He was 
stunned. Poor Martha was on the verge of tears. 
Mr. Smith looked from one to the other. 

"But I'll take an option on it," he continued, 
"for five hundred dollars." ,< 

The Lights jerked their heads up, and stared 
in astonishment at their visitor. Harry was the 
first to recover his voice. 

"Do you mean it?" he asked. 

Mr. Smith nodded his naked skull. 

"Yes." he said. "I have the check with me. As 
bad as this play is in its present form, it's got 
possibilities. I'm calling in another playwright 
to help you polish it." He reached into his well- 
filled wallet and extracted a five-hundred-dollar 
check. 

"Here you are," he said. "Use it wisely. Youi 
kisser may have more wrinkles than a prune be- 
fore this play goes on." 

Harry snatched the check from the out- 
stretched hand. 

"Give me back my arm," said Mr, Smith. *"I 
might need it when I start selling apples on 
Broadway." 

MARTHA leaped across the tiny room and 
planted a resounding kiss on the top of 
Mr. Smith's bald pate. She was over- 
come with happiness. « 

"Mr. Smith," she said, "you're a prince" 

"Prince? Is that a new name for sucker?" 

Harry leaped up from the bed. 

"We gotta celebrate." he shouted. "After we 
settle our bill in this insect nest. Will you join 
us, Mr. Smith? Dinner and a show, maybe — 
huh?" 

Mr. Smith shook his head. At the same time 
he replaced his hat upon it and rose from his 
chair. 

"No, thank you," he said. "I'm taking Mrs. 
Smith to a flea circus." 

And with that he left. 

Harry took his wife in his arms. 

"Honey," he said, "we're set — like two dia- 
monds in a wedding ring." 

He kissed her. "Sugar, I adore you. You bring 
me luck.*' 

And what do you suppose happened then? 
Why, the Lights went out, of course. 

THE END 
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CJUtWS CAS£ DOOX 



«<.-= 



C^M 



INCASE I57.)J 



«/ 



«S$ 



(gATHARlNE CARTER IS THE ADVICE-TO-THE- 
w LOVELORN EDITOR OP A FAMOUS CHAIN 
OF NEWSPAPERS. MISS CARTER IS HARD 
PRESSED TO SELECT AND ANSWER THE 
MOST URGENT OF THE HUNDREDS OF 
LETTERS SHE* RECEIVES EACH DAY, ©UT 
EVERY SO OFTEN SHE DISCOVERS A 
LETTER WHICH SO AROUSES HER INTER- 
EST AND COMPASSION THAT SHE CAN- 
NOT RESIST TAKING A PERSONAL INTER- 
EST IN THE WRITER. IN THIS ISSUE WE 
BRING YOU ANOTHER SUCH TRUE -TO- 
LIFE STORY— CAGE #157 IN 

CATHERINE CARTER'S CASE BOOK, 



■*p- 



, v 



o 



CASE #157 IS THE STORY 
OF, WELL, LET'S CALL HER 
SALLY SMITH... SUPPOSE YOU 
READ PART OF SALLY'S LETTER 
FOR A START, I THINK VOu'LL 
SEE WHY MY HEART WENT OUT 
TO THIS BEWILDERED, FRIGHT- 
ENED VOUNS WOMAN 



BsSCi^ 



'■<%%& 






K, 






& 



\""" ->< 




DO YOU WONDER I DECIDED I 
HAD TO SEE THE GIRL PERSONALLY? 
WELL, THERE WAS NO RETURN ADDRESS 
ON THE LETTER,,, ONLY THE POSTMARK OF 
A QUIET LITTLE SEA- 
SIDE TOWN, BUT AFTER 
A FEW INQUIRIES 
AROUND THE LOCAL" 
POST OFFICE, I DIS- 
COVERED THAT SALLY 
SMITH LIVED IN A 
COTTAGE NEAR THE 
. SHORE.,, 
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FHEN I ARRIVEP, THE COTTAGE SEEMED 
DESERTED, BUT FINALLY THE DOOJ? 
OPENED TO MY KNOCK',.. 




S COULD TELL THE GIRL WAS AFRAIP Of SOME- 

THINS, ANP FURTHER CONFUSEP AT MV SUPPEN 

APPEARANCE. ANP YET IT WAS EASY TO -SEE SHE 

WAS <SLAP I HAP COME, 

DON'T BE ALARMED, 
SALLY- 1 VE COME TO 



OH, MISS CARTER/ 

WHY, I DIPN'T 
I HA RPLY HOPEP— 




frg SALLY SHOWED ME INTO THE TINY LIVING gOOAA-» I HOW DO YOU PO/ £ALLY, THE MINIS- 
C-mv _ TTZZTZZZ^W^l l — ^mi TER SHOULD BE HERE SOON. I'LL BE 

r IT'S ALL RIGHT, JIM/ THIS >, OUT FRONT WATCHING FOR HIM. NOW 




I COULDN'T TELL HIM WHO YOU EEALLV ARE.- ^ 
HE'D HATE MY ASKING FOR OUTSfDE APVICE H 
OH, I PON'T KNOW WHAT TO PO/ HE'S CALLED 
THE MINISTER AND INSISTS WE GET MARRIED ZA 

RIGHT NOW, WHEN I SHOULD y—~ — - ^"^ 

RUN AWAV AND NEVER SEE h \f< SALLY, PLEASE STOP 
HIM AGAIN/ r^,^ ^£a±. WORRYING SO/ 



WELL, IT BEGAN ABOUT A MONTH AGO* I WAS 

WORKING IN THE CITY AS A HAT CHECK GIRL 

IN THE CRYSTAL CLUB -ALTHOUGH I'M FROM THE 

k COUNTRY ORIGINALLY. THE CLUB WAS OWNED BY 

«> — PANNV PIX, THE GAMBLER --AND ABOUT Si* 
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what's the matter with you, 
a my way, sally? danny dh< 
would se some catch for 

ANY DAME/ 

don't se/"^ well., i'm 
such a (kind of., afraid 
dope/ v of him/ 



UT, AFTER A PEW WEEKS -WELL, 
I GUESS I COULDN'T RESIST 
THE GLAMOUR OF DANNY DIX'S 
COURTSHIP THAT'S' ALL/ 




rtMAT WAS THE FIRST TIME I EVER SAW MM 
W AND, BELIEVE MB, YOUR HEART REALLY 
CAN STAND STILL -WHEN YOU LOOK 'WTO 
THE EVES OP A STRANGER AMD SUDDENLY 
RECOCMlZg THE ONE YOUVE DREAMED 
ABOUT ALL YOUR LIFE/ 



SALLY AND MB A(& 
SONNA DO THE TOWN, JIA4MY/ 
BUT FIRST STOP AT THE ACE HISH- 
I SOT A LITTLE BUSINESS WITH 
TOMMY ZOMfcZO" 
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-yfflMP, A MOMENT LATE? I WAS FLUNG 
lOW TO-THE STREET// '" 



|<S I HIT THE GROUND, I FELT AN AGONIZING 
RAIN IN MY RIGHT LEG , &UT PIMLV L COULD 
ffTILL SEE AND HEAR THE CAR SCREAM TO A 
STOP A HUNDRED YARDS AWAY,,,. 
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j?N A PAIN -WHACKED DREAM, I 
fIB SAW THE FRONT DOO*? OF THE 
CAR FLV OPEN, AND JIM LEAP 
OUT — , 







SALLY / SALLY, ARE VOU ALL 

s- . ^ RIGHT? 

VOU DIRTV LITTLE 

PUNK/ RUM OUT 

OM DANNV DlX, 

will you / 



PUCK DOWN 
SALLY/ HE'S 
SHOOTING AT/ A A V 



IpHE LAST THING I REMEMBER IS 

THE SOUND OF PANNY DlX'S 
THREATENING VOICE AGAINST THE 
BACKGROUND OF WAIL/NG SIRENS 
AS JIM HELP ME CLOSE/ I GUESS 
I MUST HAVE FAINTED THEN -- 



I'll get you if it's the last 

THING r DO, PUNK/ 






iH* 



^?HE NEXT THING t KNEW, r 
WOKE UP IN SEP tM A 
HOSPITAL, AND THERE WAS 
JIM AT THE FOOT OF THE 
BED TALKING TO A 
DETECTIVE.., 



pon't worry", 
sallv/ he's 

Out of 
Bullets -and 

the police 

ACE 
COMING/ 



KNOW, SIR/ I RAN OUT INTO THE 
STREET TO HELP THIS YOUNG LADY, 
AND THE FELLOW SHOT MB IN THE 
ARM/ DID you 





AND THAT'S ALL 



VET, BUT THERE'S 

MURDER WARRANT 

OUT FOR hUAA- 

IF THIS VOUNS 

LADV CLEARS 

VOU , ^OU 

CAN SO- 




GOOD/ NOW, MISS, 
JUST ANSWER YES OR 

no-po you KNOW 

NG MAN P 




(2 OR A LONG MOMENT r STARED INTO 
r JIM'S EVES, My HEART WAGING A 
DESPERATE BATTLE WITH. My CONSCIENCE*. 
AND AT LAST .„ 
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»ND THEN WE WERE? ALONE, BUT I PiPN't 
KNOW WHAT TO GAY, Of? HOW TO ACT/ I 
LOVED HIM, T KNEW THAT — BUT HE WAS A 

CRQOK., PERHAPS EVEN A KILLEP' 

p, 

THANK'S, SALLY- THANKS \VOU RiSKEP VOUR 
FOR NOT TURNING ME \LIFE TPVJNG TO 

iHl THEY'D HAVE ARREST- ) HELP ME -IT'S 
EP ME AS AN ACCESSORY i> THE LEAST 



I KNOW WHAT YOU' RE THINKING, SALLY" 

BUT PLEASE GIVE ME A r ;^- 

CtAAl^C^ TO EXPLAIN- / /WlOU WORK 
I'M NOT A CROOK OR / I FOR PlX, 

A HOODLUM, SALLY.. / V DON'T YOU? 
HONEST X'M NOT ' 



TO THE -CRIME/ 



I COULD DO/ 
BUT--PERHAPS-- 
VOU'D BETTER GO 

NOW / 






*J > 



i v W/f 



^ 






I'VE ONLY SEEN WORKING POP HIM A FEW 
PAYS. YOU SEE, IT'S LIKE THIS-. I'M A 
MECHANIC, AND SOMETIMES 
I DRIVE RACING CARS. PlX 1/SUT-WHY 
DOES A LOT OF GAMBLING 1/ DID YOU 
ON THE AUTO RACES/ AMD £ START 

THAT'S WHERE I MET HlM,.^. WORKING 

FOP HIM? 



<w> 



|j>ND SUDDENLY, ALL THE PENT-UP LONGlMG 

FOR SOMEONE OF MY OWN BURST FROM 
INSIDE ME, AND I REACHED OUT MY ARMS 
FOR JIM/ i 



CLEAN AND DECENT FROM THE FIRST 
MOMENT I SAW YOU ' 

of your beincs a 













I WAS BROKE, SALLY/ IT'S THE OFF 
SEASON FOR RACfMG, AND- WELL, H£ 
WANTED SOMEONE WHO WAS A GOOD 
DRIVER, AND I TOOK THE JOB. OH, I 
KNEW HE WAS A GAMBLER, BUT I NEVER 
DREAMED HE WAS A 

KILLER/ TONIGHT WAS Xfl't DO BELIEVE 
THE FIPST TIME ANY- \^ YOU- JIM ' 
THING LIKE JHIS HAPPEN 
ED TO MBfJ'D NEVER 
AGREE TO DRIVE FOR. 

a murderer -I —please 

BELIEVE ME, SALLY/ 



i 



r 






ffHEN JIM'S ARMS WERE AROUND ME, AND 
EVERYTHING WAS ALL RIGHT/ I'D NEVER 
KNOWN BEFORE WHAT ECSTACY fT COULD S6 

JUST TO HOLD SOMEONE 'CLOSE/ 



DARLING, WE'LL GO A WAY JUST AS SOON AS 
THIS IS OVER AND YOUR AN^LE HEALS/ MY 
BROTHER HAS A LITTLE PLACE NEAR THE 
OCEAN, AMP WE'LL GO THERE TO BE 
MARRIED/ 
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AND THAT'S THE STORY-- UP to 
NOW. JIM AND I ARRIVED HERE 
TWO DAYS ASO, J)M WANTED 
TO BE MARRIED RIGHT AWAV, BUT 1 
IT TOO* SOME TIME TO FIND A 
MINISTER WHO WOULD COME 
HERE, WAV OUT O F TOWN. SO WE 
HAD TO WAIT «^SJ, r r Dnw l T 
UNTIL TOPAV, * 






'""He, P »««\ 



o** getter?* 
^°^ XkJ ou 



JIM won't let meT^ 

HE SAYS WE'D RATH- 
ER DIE THAN SO TO 
JAIL/ AND LOOK— HE 
HAS A GUN HERE, AND 
I'M DEATHLY AFRAID OF 
GUNS/I-I'M GOING 
CRATV, 
JUST WAITJN6 




A CAR JUST ARRIVED OUTSIDE, IT MUST BE THE 
MINISTER- PRY YOUR EVES, SALLY— VOU MUST 
BE A PRETTY BRIDE MO 
MATTEC HOW YOU PEEL 7 




ms 





**a 




PICTORIAL LOVE STORIES 




YOU LITTLE POOL! IF THAT WE.CE THE 
MAM I LOVED OUT THERE, I COULD 
DO ANYTHING-- OH, WHAT'S THE US E ' 

GIVE ME THAT GUM/ I'LL ., " , 

TRY IT MYSELF/ ■■■ ^ NO' MO. I'LL 

7 IT/ HE'S AAV 
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WELL, I CAN ASSURE YOU, THE NEXT HOUR. OR -SO WAS 
HECTIC / POLICE AND REPORTERS RUSHED IN AND 
OUT LIKE MADMEN. I FINALLY HAP THE CHANCE TO 
DRAW ONE OF THB DETECTIVES ASIDE, AND I TOLD 
HIM THE WHOLE STORY, WITH SALLY'S PER/MISSION,, 



WELL. IF THE STORY CHECKS, MISS CARTER, I GUESS 
THINGS WON'T GO TOO BAP FOR THE YOUNG FELL 
OW--PROBABL.Y GET OF F WITH A SUSP ENDED 
SENTENCE, WITH YOU W^IZZ **■* i »,c»vN^I^y # 

SARSE, 
TH!S 




A MINISTER/ 
MAYBE HE . 
THINKS WERE 
GIV/N' D/X A 

FUNERAL RIGHf 
NOW/ 



I- 1 SEEM 
TO HAVE 
COME TO 

THE WRONG 

PLACE -T- 
I BBB iOUZ 

PARDON- 



you've COME TO 

THE RIGHT PLACE/ 
REVEREND/ COME 
RIGHT in/ THERE 
ARE A COUPLE OF 
PEOPLE HERE WHO 
NEED YOUR HELP/ 



w§ 




and everything was 
settled at that,. jim 
was Given a warning 
by the judse who 
tried him, and set 
free, he and sally 
have a busy little 

GARAGE NOW, AND JIM 
HAS A CAR OF HIS OWN 
ENTERED IN THE RACES 
NEXT WEEK. SO THERE 
YOU HAVE IT-CASE#IS7/ 
WELL, GOOPBWB FOR 
NOW, BUT DON'T FORGET, 
I'LL BE BACK GOON 
WITH ANOTHER STORY 
FOR YOU FROM 
CATHACfWE CAerEPS 
CAS& BOOK/ 
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( ~ : - ■ - ._ |- -iiiimi T- ' : ^^ — — ■' ■ ' ~ '— ■ — *— ~- ■■ "'"i^-" ■ ».-■■■■ *^— *» »^— — 

I SUPPOSE THE REAL BEGINNING OF MY STORY GO&5 BACK TO THE SUMMER 
THAT THE CITY PEOPLE DISCOVERED? THE CHARM OP OUR LITTLE TOWN , AMP BE- 
GAN TO COME THERE FOP VACATIONS. I HAD NEVER MET ANY OF THEM, BUT I 
TOOK AN IMMEDIATE DISLIKE TO THE YOUNGER SET — I THOUGHT THEY WERE TOO 
LOUD, TOO W1LC? AND TOO WISE, AND ALL MY FRIENDS SEEMED TO AG&EB 
WITH ME. I REALIZE NOW THAT MY DISLIKE WAS PROBABLY JEALOUSY —ENVY 
OF TMElfc CARS, THEIR CLOTHES, THEIR MONEY. BUT IT TOOK THE SHOCK OF 
SEEING THE MAN 1 LOVED WALK OUT ON AAE TO OPEN MY EYES/ 
1^ _, ^ 




HAD TROUBLE WITH THE PUDDLE- 
JUMPER HERE/ 



I've BEEr 

WATCHING THE CITY 
SLICKERS MAKE FOOLS 
OF THEMS&LVES. LOOK 
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VEAH, THEY MAKE ME 
OUGHT* RUN 'EM ALL OLfTA 
TOWN/ 



WELL, MAYBE ALL 
THEM AREN'T SO BAD 
WHERE SHALL WE GO, 
w JUD? 




I-r CAN'T/ L KNEW I SHOULP'VE 

FIXED THOSE BRAKES/ 



AMID SCREAMING BRAKES AND THE GRINDING 
THUD AS JUP'S OLD CAR HiT THE ONE IN 
FRONT OF US, 1 FELT MY HEAD GNAP FOR- 
WARD AND GMASH INTO THE DASHBOARD/ 
FOR A MOMENT ALL I COULD SEE WERE 
PfNWWEELS AND ROLKA DOTS 



#&g$[J 




— AND THEN, AG MY HEAD CLEARED, I 
SAW A HANDSOME YOUNG MAN, THE 
DRIVER OF THE OTHER CAR, RUNNING 
TOWARD ME,., 



HECE, LET ME LOOK AT THAT/ PERHAPS J 
YOU -SHOULD HAVE A DOCTOR/ J 
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WAM£S. 

NO, mv 
CA(? tSN'f PAM AG- 
ED. BUT IT'S THE 
COEPECT THING TO 
UO JM CASE OF AMY 
ACOPENT.. 
MV NAME IS 
GERALP 
MARSH „ 





NEXT AFTERNOON, AS I WAS TENPINS 
THE FLOWER GARDEN, I POUND MY- 
SELF THINKING OP GERALD MARSH --ANP 
ANNOVED AT MYSELF FOR DOING SO. 
WHAT IF HE WAS HANDSOME? JUST AN- 
OTHER CITY SHARPIE, I KEPT TELLING 
MVSELF. AND I JUST ABOUT HAD ME 
CONVINCED, WHEN SUDDEN LY . , . 




OH, 6ERAL-/I MEAN, MR. MARSH/ YOU l'| 
SURPRISED ME/ T a-^j! . ■<»! 



SURPRISED ME 

UgO AHEAD CALL MB 
GERALD —OR GERRY 
WOULD HAVE BEEN 
EVEN BETTER. C>0 YOU 

s mind if r call you 

7 BETSY? 1 BROUGHT YOU 

A BOX OF CANDY, 

BY WAY OF APOLCXSy,, 



V<*> 
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WHY, NO-l MEAN, THANK YOU/ THERE'S 
NO NEED FOR YOU TO APOLOGIZE/ 

ME,— I MEAN- 

2£E 



^ GERRY/ it's AN 

EASY NAME TO RE 

BUT I D1DNT REALLY 



^4 




BUT I HAVE A PATE— OR I DON'T, 
REALLY, BECAUSE THE BARN DANCE 
r'M GOING TO, NO BOP Y COMES 
WITH PATES, BUT JUD WILL BE 
THERE — OH, I DON'T KNOW WHAT 
I'M TRYING 
TO SAY..- / I'LL BE THERE THEN, 





ALL AFTERNOON I COULD HAVE 
KICKED MYSELF FOR /NVITlNS 
GERRY TO THE DANCE. BUT THAT 
NIGHT HIS CHARM STOOD OUT 
LIKE A BRIGHT LIGHT AGAINST 
THE SULLEN BLACK MOOP THAT 
JUP WAS IN, AND I FELT MY- 
SELF BEING PRAWN TOWARD 
GERRY AGAINST MY WILL,, BUT 
JUP HOVEREP MENACINGLY lt-4 
THE BACKGROUND EVERY 
TIME WE PANCED Of? CHATTED, 
ANP FINALLY—/ 
t S~*~**S~^~** OH, MV GOOD- 
NESS/ HERE COME9 JUP AGAIN' 
HE'LL CAUSE A SCENE THIS TIME 

JSS^iJSEi-fiERRY- LET'S-GO 
^^^CJUTSIDE FOR A FEW 




AND THEN , AS WE TURN - 
ED A CORNER OF THE 
BARN- 1 FELT G ERR Y*S 
ARMS SUDDENLY CLOSE 
AROUND ME/ 






MINUTES^ 



\ 



OF COURSE/ 1 
WAS JUST ABOUT 
TO SUGGEST IT/ 



BETSY, YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL/ 
I'VE HAD YOU ON MY MIND 
EVERY SECOND SINCE I 
SAW YOU YESTERpAY/ I-I 
GUESS I'VE FALLEN IN 
LOVE WITH YOU/ 

BUT, 
GERRY/ I HARDLY 
KNOW YOU- WHY, 
"W^Sb* WE'RE ST&\N- 
GECS/ 



BUT, BEFORE 
I COULD SAY ANY 
MORE —GERRY KISSED 
ME/ OH, I SHOULD HAVE 
KNOWN THEN AND 

THERE WHAT WAS 
HAPPENING TO ME /MY 
HEAD WHIRLED AND MY 
HEART BEAT FASTS*? ANP 
FASTER TILL I THOUSHT 
I'D EX- 
PLODE/ 



W*% > 



X 
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BUT SUDDENLY I HAD TO 
BREAK FREE OP HIS ARMS/ 
1 DOM'T KNOW WHAT IT WAS 
-- PROBABLY MV STUP/D, COUN - 
TRY-SNOB CONVICTIONS ABOUT 
CITY SLICKERS. ALL THE WILD 
STORIES I'D EVER HEARD 
ASOUT THE SMOOTH LIES 
TMEY TOLD/ THE DUMB COUNTRY 
GIRLS WHO PELL FOR TW£M, 
SPRANS INTO MY Ad/NDA'OW, 
WHAT A LITTLE FOOL I WAS/ 



I DO LOVE YOU, BETSY/ YOU 
MUST BELIEVE MS.. AFTER THAI 
KISS -/SAY YOU LOVE ME TOO , 
PARLING .. PLEA^^T^ 

* AREN'T FOOL INS 
ME / LET ME GO 
BEFORE 

r 

SCtfEAM 



BETSY., WHAT IS IT? t 

THOUGHT WHEN YOU ASK- 
ED ME TO COME OUT 
HERE WITH YOU THAT YOU 
LIKED ME I. WHAT'S 
WRONG,,. P 

~LET GO 
OF ME, 
YOU 
SNEAK // 

JUD/JUD/. 



■ '■ I : : 'BROKE AWAY : AND RAN ; ■ 
Blindly ■ into the Barn-- 

^TRAltSHT ■; INTO' J UP/ AND; A& 
r .-RAH. t KNEW I WAS Wfi?0hJS 
- 1 KNEW I WAS " SEiNS A 
HYSTERIC A L , : i€>tOTI C FOOL / 

BUT IT WAS TOO LATE TO 

STOP/ 
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I TORE AT JUP'S ARMS AS ME 8EAT (SEEEY 
UNMEBClFULLY, BUT IT WAS NO USE -JUP WAS 
LIKE A WILP ANIMAL/ AND EVERY SLOW 5ENT 
ITS •SMASHING IMPACT STRA/GUT INTO My 
HEAET / 



GIVE TM 
SOME 
MORE, JUP' 
HE'S £TILL 
CONSCIOUS 



AN P THEN I PELT MYSELF LOSING ALL 
CONTROL/ I SCREAMEP AT JUP LIKE A 
MAP ANIMAL UNTIL I MAPE HIM AWARE 
OF ME / 
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I DON'T KNOW 'HOW LONG 
I CRIED THERE IN THE MOON- 
LIGHT, BUT ITSEEMEP AGBS... 
I NAP MET THE MAN I LOVED 
THE PAY BEFORE - ANP MADE 
HIM HATE ME IN ONLY A LITTLE 
MORS THAN TWENTY -FOUR 
HOUBG/ I DlPN'T BLAME HIM 
FOR PESPlSJNG ME, BUT OU, 
HOW r PRAVEP FOR JUST 

ONE MINUTE TO EXPLAIN 
THING'S TO HIM/ ANP THEN 

JUD'S* VOICE INTER 

RUPTEP MY 

LONGINGS, 



dow't opper me 

A (POUND, JUD POCaAAM, 

op I'll — 



-VOU'LL WHAT? 
CALL YOUP SISSY 
FRIENP? LOOK. I'M 
SICK" OP THIS STUFF.' 
YOU'RE MY G/PL ANP 
FROM NOW O^ VOU DO 



WHY, VOU CONOETED POOL/ 
I'M NfOT YOUR GlPL, ANP I 
NEVER WAS/ I'M IN LOVE A 

with gerey, and sickr of you/ 

HE'P MAkE TWO OF VOU WITH 

PLENTY TO SPARE / I'M !W LOVE 

WITH HIM, PO VOU HEAP ME/? 

EVEN THOUGH I'VE LO£T 

HIM FOREVER r LOVE 

HIM/ 



AG I SAY OR I'LL GIVE 
YOU A LITTLE TASTE OP 
WHAT HB GOT/ 






HEY 
BETSY/ 

I THOUGHT 

r told 

YOU TO 
COMB 
INSIDE/.' 



I'll knoc* 
them ideas out of 
youe head right nowj 
vc?u little — j 

MO&E 
OF A 



r 



IT WAS GERRY/ MY HEART LEAPED AGAINST MY 
BIBS LIKE A CAGED BlGP AT THE SOUNp OF HIS 
WONPEEFUL VOICE/ BUT THEN I REMEMBERED 

jud— / maa&— ~~ 1 

FOP MORE, PUDE ? WELL, 

PLENTY _ 

you FORGET JUP 
YOUR CANG ISN'T 
WITH YOU THf$ TIME- 
IT'S JUST v OU AND 

>- J&^ 





OM, GEPPX I WAS AFRAID I'P LOST 
YOU/ DARLING, I PlPN'T MEAN TO 
SCREAM./ I PO LOV E YO U, BUT I WA< 
AFRAID... 
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